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a scramble in the city... 




insomnia shares its algorithms 



a slick groove the sun is rolling areal ice in a silent film can't shake the suffocation the long collision blinking brushed aside with 
new steps to take glowing seventies sixties fifties then 30- weight under universal luck sliding through the next warm word war on 
[imagine my wooden head here] umptininth magnet diary growth — a big one, too. severe interruption a dense surface history coil 
others my side, but it's always been like that. 

known antonym 

sharpened cough 

the knowing earth 

to focus 

to coagulate 

yellow and red 

sometimes it takes a year 

before i understand what the poem 

is telling me 

the opposite of weather 

beer tied up in knots 

but i think that was belgium 

blur of wood 

those singing things 

we wrap up at night 



some of us must be enormous 




rim around the risings 

people even the slightest render openly 

playing with puppets 

seeing of leads them in 

packed nihilist go slow faction 

through joy of loathing 

casting the middle voice 

crack of tactics 

(rising tell us of the night) 

lead world in thread 

everyone the wood refresh 

cold magazine in thud life 

comical sleep search 

the city clings 

blue light noir over tunes your Sunday hum 
now and neither, paper aware 




underwater with anti-matter, a brightly cynical defense, elastic conclusions look like if. monster water where we grow thin — 
beyond the point of identification, something poisonous, mercury isn't really a color, but blood attains its frequency, travel over a 
simple point, that sloshing sound strips the finish off the automobile we left in the hallway, the "takings clause" that fills up so few. 

subject stir, a short song stacked up in zero, put an after it there, movie auto in declaration to make it obvious, oh please make it 
disappear. VROOOM! the whole "self-valorizing" thing that always demands new worlds to conquer, always demands we stare at 
it. VROOOM! VROOOM!green should be somewhere in the first part of this frequency, or the "us" when we are obviously 
standing there, whistling down official mondays in a triple play — the engine of our branching. 

of blown and blue roses, blue for bruised, in the fossilized tense. 

the constant drama of opening a door, stuck to the surface of an opening, a passage from the visible to the illegible, or, slicing up a 
threshold, a grammar of parts in canned light. 

blue as lightened black, the movement of intensification, like a triple play: to listen once and lose it later, all accidents occur in a 
loop, a thought experiment slicing through the symphony of a rough hotel, all the elements, all the significant skies, each 
thrumming step in soggy gray, soggy days when the walls move left and right, dim sympathy to overcome the opening. 

group structure in winter, the left hand part of the day. an apparatus of division. 

yellow violent, forward fossilizations, to keep a window to itself, ink is thrown in notes, and how cold skin is clothed in some 
other season now orange blue scenery a hard nocturne driving across an equator into a brick wall, this short-haired athleticism as 
modern memory. 

labeling night, copper wires propose direction, we feel the effects of iridescence, transparency, even invisibility. 

a different hand will open a door, a pervasive structure, or a series of stop signs, the left hand part of the day disappears a blank 
shape i am missing what a different hand will will know one day away from its other, a reflection instead of a branching, jangling 
keys in a missing part of a city a panorama made of sleep always working from afar, working out the first removal, what can one 
day know for another in a city where you're not listening to all the missing shapes all through the slanted day with the blue steel 
bars and flashing strands of hair the curve of an arm falling to free to mercury travel the elastic pull zero point panorama hand, the 
branching wave, to twist the night away. 




short spaces, the trouble with water, i answered never a word. 



blue pressure on my hair, an accident of key in a music of dust, you can represent notes of music in blue ink. zooming in on the 
city from a corner of a hand to fold the scenery in solo, water all gone in its wooden tone a construction as it collapses and a 
different look to show the fall of dust in parallel lines in parallel rooms spilling out into the hallway, where there’s always one part 
of it to sing you out of sight, quoting and panting when you ring the bell, the quickest eyes, multiplying day with the stormy matter 
of hands, travelers must keep up with the signs, the universe of a crowd with its upended chance where the static is flying and 
fashions weather from glass and "author" and "a' and back again euphonic, where notes smear a dull system in a small look, a 
broken measure with a hand full of luck, and a part that is passed, a reminder. 

marble the night is slowing balsam blue, the sun has been setting for the last two days, opaque smear and useless molecules when 
they are so seductively thick and beige when it's tired, folded over like a fist, o string defined world of bavaria in baltimore. your 
rusty zeros and clockwork skies send us! it's north and south again, sundowning the particles deflected by a name we are holding 
in our hands and twisting and turning with all our acid might. 

two of the four humors are always colliding in mud skies, the shagginess and generally sour disposition of certain birds (ravens, 
thrushes and shrikes especially) are a constant factor one must take into account when calculating columns of murky atmosphere, 
but only small dimensions slow our measures down, what we don't know about the frothiness of space would fill the night with its 
radio glare, entertaining the look of a message, enough to make you lift your head up. accompanying distance, and losing the sight 
of it through a door, or what the map of a hand wants to show us in the spaces left behind by still more doors, more walls, pictures 
of houses, instruction manuals for the use of houses, expansive panoramas showing frozen diamond houses folding and unfolding 
through the ringing and bell-like historical epochs each steel blue edge going deeper into the strata of silver the layer of opal the 
veins of metal hidden in the earth they are all there to teach us in translation about how murky skies swoop down on the heads of 
certain people who drive their talk with day and don't stop for breath, or cars. 

expansive freezing by fissioning water off of distance and emptying luck, wearing the haze of drowned sweat everyday storm s 
enough to touch and thinking-soaking some other transmission out. skating over wires when the air is magnified, enough to touch 
in a desperate moment, under certain skies and shrugging off perspective we dive into elastic pools and certain other birds go 
missing, on you, good natured polis. going somewhere? (actually, some want slanted days to crash in double rhythm, the two-fold 
story, the line unmuffled as any mechanism is, using the silent "c" to get it to repeat, a dusty measure for our falling.) 




things left in a block of light, 




and singing behind screens, a freshly bursting head of sea, a nothing hammer breaking and spreading half of earth and half at dawn 
equal drowning fracture over a beam of sun quartz shock expanding to a simple eye. the angle of a loophole allowing the "manys" 
kaleidoscope circle around distant look of honey or horror broken hammer shallow ring becoming again in morning, and the bees 
that turn the dust into a desert and their mournful cries to make "a" and back again euphonic dripping down from the window, 
copying a constellation, vacant power grab gravity lensed grid with you hovering over their thirsty harmonics, trivial electricity of 
limits, just by extinguishing massive pieces of light. 

"anywhere" forms a line 

an orbit of limits, walls, 

weary contradictions 

buff-colored forms to deny entry or exit, 

depending 

a forest of days 
set ablaze 

light years stretch a syntax 

"fractions" imply a solid 
"domain" implies a prisoner 




things sliding down the sidewalk 
rhythm juice 



the stranger slicing what you see 
a particle of light on the page 

some of us have recently invented colors others have flanges ringing under clouds people even the most casual unknown 
listening to their instructions "talking in" finishes off a surface vague constructivist speed up party through joy of floating 
the first voice is liquid form low moan of practice (limply forward with the writhing day, a myth covered face) an everyone 
crayola screaming at the television instead of losing what we know about sleep a cling film again alone between the city is 
coincidental gravity rolls exhausted off the pages of a magazine neither now nor paper aware 

a mass of ancient measures a jacobs ladder or malevolent gyroscope shooting sparks falling into light green thrill pull it off 
how can we pull it off and toss it away somewhere 

vast 

and green 

like throwing stories at an ocean 
a stone 

an empty bottle 

skipping over a 

tick-tock metonym 

a mirror for a look 

where do you put 

an empty ship 

on an ocean everyone 

loves to name but no one sails 

it 

falling horribly off an image 




a square of paper 
like a stone 
to fit the hand 
thin and parched 
to skip the ocean 
arriving on the other shore 




mars by way of the metro 




a city in a bottle 




"...here's the collapsing of the train story with something that’s impossible to obtain, and there’s the fear of violence" jeremiah 
lockwood 



an architect avoids a mirror, but actors will listen to radio all day. a stranger slicing what you see. 



.water all gone. 

.the red logs are rolling, 
.heading south. 



a stranger standing in front of what you heard. 



on the surface of confinement, recursive dilemma, and moving location, the limit of a gift, the limit of night powers the grid, they 
need air to push against, awkwardly home in your world, constantly mass sliver and asking, with the weight of water and the 
swampy interrogation of the shoreline of great britain and the bridge between baltimore and newark. an inundation, and the harsh 
mask they wear breaking open a box at the beginning rushing around the same repeating question, a shape to talk about, a fragile 
them outside a turning head, the order and arrangement of the limbs evaporating network glare the mass of mortal limbs the bright 
rays changing colors, electrons and ellipses roll across the floor, the actors lie exhausted with their sharp edges still intact, the 
fragile sea. 



things found under the sun. the boundary is set in a part of a complex plane, the comer of a photo, a connection to what was 
always there. 




life-time is a child at play, abundance in this beginning, moving pieces back and forth in a game, an open space in a passageway 
where things are dimly exchanged. 

backing up October, travel consists of small entries, but only systems quote and figure out what "slot" is. distracted strength 
undoes, and string, miles of string, a strategy for crossing the street, heat increases rates of diffusion, volumes of salt hardened by 
cold work, in other words, normalization, thin atoms migrate through a blue lattice, like the sun in my wine-dark watery moment 
path and pointing, large systems for playing dead, an inner simulation absorb the despise continuity another small everywhere fist 
or first formulating transfer at right angles "SHOW YOURSELF NOW!" challenge, lateral definitions at the terminator line. 

snowy playback of the afternoon, an uncomfortable hovering, evaporation, condensation — what a stairway is for — quoting a look 
to hum a future tense, thin recordings only scratch the surface in another shining moment the colors turning inside out. all the 
openings that suggest speed or noise, and how this noise shows us faces, then persons, then science, the blank spaces falling and 
the outlines shifting in the snow and the noise sawing back and forth and all the dim parallels remain, heading toward the glow 
chamber, the lighting in the hallway offers few "historical" exceptions, looking at our hands things can no longer meet head-on, or 
down-low. information brushes up against information, the sequence is repeatable, not inevitable. 

drowning equinox expansion until it's fragile shape the reversals, a view that stretches toward stumbling, observing the three 
concentrations — a narrow goat, a singing head, a white formula, familiar, like peeling the layers of an onion. 

the innocent sweep of fire, waking at dawn we race through the elastic corridors, something volumes a playback in wandering 
now. strained noun heap here with wiry frame explosions from the early 20th century and other fab angularities, sidewalk not in 
somewhere else, like we are counting milky futurist spleen, warm as glass, strictly speaking, nothing remains but a sense of 
dizziness. 



and the red rags are singing, 
if blue orange is flight. 




a xerox prisoner contemplates abstraction of potential. "Distrust of all ready-made categories (poetry, prose, graphics, essay, 
criticism, socioanthropology, fiction, non-fiction, sci-fi, alternative histories, weirdo sermons, rants, broadsheets, crackpot 
pamphlets, manifestos, subverted advertisements, urban samizdat, underground comix, mail art, obscure maps, incomprehensible 
documentation, perverted instructions) that's the problem with america right there — we replace one list with another, a re -reader is 
incarcerated in the detail, an ex-californian moves three inches to the left, a jungle of straight lines. 




how can you get dust to collect on a poem? 




numb with blue • acting with newsprint favor • the layered copies • a beam of sun in the imaginary tactic • and bees with their 
angled quartz look 



things found under the sun. the boundary is set in a part of a complex plane, the comer of a photo, and various other aspects of 
organic or monographic life, grids and power, bending like a freight train to frisco, always glimpsing, always rolling, trampling on 
tin. we are always on. there's stuff up the cracks, turn on the gas. ..ellipses and electrons roil the grid, the space of the hallway is 
always there, darkened canyons enormous waking to a space, how can one return to what was always there? just by turning off the 
lights, the whole soggy mass of it gray luminosity of a mile high amphitheater a darkening title that makes an image and the 
chunks of salt that melt away the afternoon. 

submerged with a centrifuge, the history of telling, acting with newsprint favor, we grew up to be scattered out of the missing 
many, caught in the act of articulation, short magnet reveal, a film of absent hands with nowhere to go, six tone crawl from a block 
of reversal, total conversion of dust out of the weight of telling, a beam of sun in the imaginary tactic, a procession of outsides, 
banished to a refusal the stars of lead stretching forward borders burning black, all the limbs apportioned to bodies changing 
measure the line of demarcation is uncertain and the light that sticks to the dust streaming from the mixture in tiny rivulets looking 
for the sea a floating six for all your subterranean art head throw of the dice. 

gumboid wilderness play looking for my place in a stretched out highway epic, or 30 years hiding out in the sierra madres. a 
truancy so elastic even jack kerouac would be warped by it. ghost houses reviving gelatinous envelope city hardening toward the 
ruined shoreline, the automobiles sternly frowning as they cruise past the old Telepathic Ballroom, its bruised screen, the dryly 
coughing birds an arm's length away, i know it wasn't a dream, little cactus plants resonating noon heap grainy optimism of a 
horizon blue on white, everywhere the history of hope for a desert page, the forward border. 

a re-entry into sound, abundance in this instruction, or their slim luck battering down the day my equinox limp a few feet above 
illumination, plain song rising, harsh silver ask the night equinox i couldn't tell just from looking at my hands what i had been 
looking at. 



slow motion in my sigil • meat batteries set on stun • folded into sight • floating 6 all around my head • and falling ice in the 
alleyway • the future primeval 




luxurious bottles of english 

sudden close-up on the ceremony of florida 

curved space a megalopolis 

mould on all the smooth concrete surfaces 

transformation of spherical space into cities 

the disintegrating presence of glass 

to set us free from the ground, the task of the polar axis 

no walls, no foundations 

a face that was always a blur in mirrors 

a building system of tensions in free space 

once we quit the game of eclipse 

losing the breath in a line 

the accident of stillness and dimensionality 

intransitive performance to run its algorithm 

corrosive day against your pointing hand 

collage door 

how can you get a headache by looking at dust? 




fat origins, that it face, evaporation keeps us moving. 



a legend at evening worn out by engineering, its funny how we don't talk about electricity anymore, the ars combiniatoire stuffed 
with dead grass and honey, feeling the implication of a drunkard's walk while playing with an old push-button telephone, a way to 
co-ordinate the on/off pattern on the walls, in the wind, in the feeding frenzy of the wind (we like to call it atmosphere — all the 
appeal of ragged edges), heady resins now smear to a point, building a night in slow, vacant planes between glaciers and points of 
entry certain moments surviving their disappearance, transfer this — disconnect to it, or discovery chain of a faux ephemeral 
moment right-angled to round occurrence often out. 

stockpiles of overloaded memories the waft of marble nets, bland and lethal i slept in a white neighborhood and ate round food, 
jello banquets with fluorescent hawaiian tubes, harmonic descent in the trauma network, then — suburbanizations at dawn, a refusal 
points to something, a beam of sun goes nowhere, name your mode of sociality: erratic, impoverished, obtuse, or horribly 
foreshortened in yet more gray goo push button transformation. 

but there's deviated warp in the check-out line, and entropy all over aisle 1 1 . snowy accountants are trying to get to the history of 
the weather channel, conspicuous object dissolve from one coast to the next, from one day to a possible lunar cycle starting today 
till a tomorrow stretching and telling a proportion to semi-permeable neighbors still shouting in detachable ringtone glare, slabs of 
television won't give up and tomorrow doesn't have to know, anaglyphic values distributed across aluminum shock of recognition 
ringtone stare. 

quoting the near abroad: auto-cannibalization in semi-detached neighborhoods, slabs of television just won't give up x-ing out a 
time-line, a new human face is lowering over the sidewalk and always the same anonymous "they" who like to watch the way 
faces suffocate day turning into night, night spreading over the sky and spilling onto the ground, the week limping into a song, the 
note the trio heads watched sees her poorly, atavistic inclination of young dynamiters to walk backwards into the future spilling 
secrets, a whole system of glowing to leave the air evaporated, a watchman sees the future primeval. 

rest me with the colors, and the leaky hours, drama locations sloppy saxophone rage to cut your history, but this has more to do 
with damage control when old men like me run amok, we find glass in the grid, dodging sweat in a semi-detached neighborhood 
with off on white, making a home in the space between cars, a section labeled "SLOIP" [spaces left over in planning], we find the 
glass inevitable, your windows leave me vacant. 

a duel over directions, the method of time runs amok — a big dumb object, spherical speech to show the simultaneous happening, 
we have to work hard just to get lost in a future, new babylon will first be realized by its inhabitants. 




rolling bones keep us singing. 




you can not give up on the plutonium, high lead life the unfoil glue color clang in residential tempo 7 street line spread, the lines 
regarding the lines of the body fold and full bronze pose under (like sub-sub basement under) zero spreading definition what from 
that point on sends out a headlong flight. 

up and over, but now sleep as opposed to see above, aromatic jump cut. full body waft, luckily they break the machine all night, 
feeling throaty. 

it undergoes a metamorphosis, listening surrounds us all the time, the body of the house is an accumulation of warmth, glue and 
string surround us. a live feed on the aquaphone. the traveler exhausts himself by calculating the uneven spread of house numbers, 
but even blank pages have a role to play, flying to their memory sized death. 

bright frequency from a disinterested dust, impossible to trace from what i am working from afar what removes me searching for 
what happens when the trace goes missing, poverty teaches us to stretch frontiers. 

the last snapshot of watery citizens entering into fame, damp gestures with a blue mask, there's a question mark around the subject, 
snapshot house travel playing an explanation over its ghost hand room dance inside shadow game space unnumbered light falling 
past the zoom of October 14th stretching the warmth and glue past the back and forth rhythm of it sliding at the edge of the mouth 
a century left in the north what must be seen in a simultaneity which simply can't "be" in a mirror, as simple as opening a door, or 
flying off a handle. 

the last ten minutes are seen huddling in a corner, sitting in madrid windows, staring out at the rain we spiral out the pictures, a city 
where we are. a soundproof city the stillness of streets for my engravings, the zero throat dissolve for all our strung-out needs, 
watery edges submerge with their escape. 

there's always that aboutness — the caffinated life of bees! but ice as a question, and how a copper bridge over the mystery of 
copper itself. 

bee bomb world off-line: industry, science, art, the philosophy of furniture, and the undersized architects yelling at us from a 
window, housing, work, recreation, traffic, copper wire names the condition, listening low colors over disintegrated doors might be 
a way to keep everything round, but for this, you'll need water, a cold day, and a glass bottle with a metal screw top. 




more hotel epics: "the buildings that make up towns must be skeletons that can be filled at will, the fitting out of the skeletons will 
depend upon the initiative of each individual." it'll be nice once we come down from the ceiling. 

blue gulping white, scattered and simple the bones of space, to live with your mobility in the breath, a landslide of hands skin of 
wool, walls of wire stuffing a room- sized dimension into every look monumentally was or not block-like before a beginning, in 
other words, a comedy — to fade brown-beige solid splendor of collapse to synapse 1 surrounding another black box stupefaction, 
we depart singing. 

sound is a wave, a secret message written on the outside, you'd think that would be the starting point, what a month of re-readings 
would declare to be affirmation through denial. 

antiquated games of hide-and-seek, chaos can only be a gap. locomotion is a series of movements that demand constant practice, 
luck is a means of organizing life. 

zenith declarations molded on the sea surrounded by the light that hides in wood, the light that hides in the shuffled page, a swarm 
of bees that would wear me shapeless. 

wire never answers away, any constructivist project should always and continuously give evidence of the means and conditions of 
its own production: rivets, bolts, seams, scaffolding, but also scratches, dents, scorch marks, splinters, rough surfaces, buildings 
always work themselves, hear the places that hold you rain. 

ungluing pictures or clothed in dead automobiles, photo things roll and roll again, how the day as hero escapes from one trap into 
another, let it curl, the warm piece of the puzzle, waves calculate what has been re-designed, ink is thrown in notes. 

the embrace of temporality starts off slow and then speeds up. architectural gray always stretches me. an introductory city like a 
city in flight, geometries with their nocturne, releasing cloth for darkness, disturbing walls for hanging — every time, space is 
realized imperfectly, serrated edges fall, my old books practice rain in a momentary touch, seasons at a glance, a season to sing, 
building is locomotion without end, a lucky hand tuning in on the sea. "the three dimensional technique of town planning (spatial 
town planning) permits the grouping of various quarters to be both juxtaposed and superimposed." wet house/burning house, the 
eye always moves at an angle. 

stranger series with car walls, shadow cars release a story, center of water will interrupt to the north, your windows leave me 
vacant. 




pale blue ink the anchor of our day 
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